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The Ministry of Children and Family and the Family Court System: as experienced and 
remembered by a person with fibromyalgia, chronic fatigue and PTSD, for starters. 


August 16th, 2012, 4 pm. Today I 
was in court by request of Ian 
McFadden. His son was taken 
from him by Los Angeles police in 
what looks like a cross border 
initiative with West Shore RCMP. 


“Indian” was not checked off on 
the legal form the L.A. police 


officers used while abducting 
James McFadden to West Shore 
Ministry of Children and Families 
custody, instead of their hometown, 
Chilliwack B.C. 


Ian McFadden adopted me into his 
family, the House of Lugal, 
Gitwilgyot Nation. I went as 


witness and adopted brother. 


Court was allegedly about some 
concern regarding a request for a 
mental health evaluation of Ian. Ian 
stated he faxed a “power of attorney” 
to the court, as well as a copy of a 
recent mental health assessment. 


continued on page 3 
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’ It’s Saturday, September 8th, and for the first 
T] time in many days, it doesn’t hurt me to 
| walk. 
= 


No, I wasn’t forced off my bike by a 
pedestrian or driver wandering into my path 
without looking (though every day this is a 
distinct possibility), I am the victim of 
earth’s powerful plant known as poison ivy. 


I had been at a fantastic yoga retreat on Salt Spring Island, with 
people I’ve been studying with for the past twelve years. I applied 
for and received a scholarship, packed up my tent, and cycled with 
great anticipation to the retreat centre. On the second of the five 
day retreat I went for a hike through unknown woods wearing 
sandals and bare legs. I know .... stupid!! 


My anguish began in the middle of the night, in a tent. My feet and 
lower legs screamed me awake. My mind raced through the day 

— the hike, the swim, the post-swim discussion of leeches and other 
potential lake hazards. I threw off the covers, grabbed my head 
lamp, and examined the itchy rash, maintaining as much calm as is 
possible in such a situation. What was it? Had I contracted a viral 
bug that was slowly consuming me? I reached for my little first aid 
kit and began pouring Thieves Oil (an essential oil product I'd 
recently purchased, coincidentally made in Ganges) all over my 
lower legs, my teeth clenched, trying not to shriek. 


I waited, and the intense pain and itch began to subside. I thought 
about my homeless brothers and sisters about to face another cold 
Canadian winter. I’ve often wondered how they survive the cold rain, 
winds, and snow, or the common cold or flu when they’re not allowed 
to pitch their tents or sleep during the daytime. But now I wondered 
how they might survive such an ordeal as I was experiencing? I 
counted my blessings and trusted that I’d somehow get through it. 


The next day I soaked my legs in salt water, swiped them with apple 
cider vinegar, focused even more intently than usual on my yoga 
practice. Each of these assuaged the pain somewhat, temporarily, 
but I wondered if I’d survive the weekend. 


I did survive, but for the next week I was up every couple of hours 
bathing my legs with corn starch, baking soda, oatmeal pastes, clay 
mud packs and cold towel compresses to alleviate the additional 
heat rash which resulted from my mistaken belief that a sauna sweat 
would help disperse the nettle poison. 


On Friday of the long weekend I survived the bus ride to Duncan 
where I was cat and house minding. Every night I went to bed with 
the belief that it would all be better in the morning. Wrong! 


I knew my friends wouldn’t mind if I raided their medicine cabinet 
... [found various herbal anti-inflammatory tinctures (feverfew and 
turmeric), and neem lotion, soothing for the skin. These helped a 
tiny bit, but after a couple of days I surrendered and reached for the 
hard drugs — the calamine lotion, cortisone cream, antihistamines. 
Things still weren’t getting any better. Finally, a friend who 
happened to be in the neighbourhood brought me some burdock 
leaves. A poultice and some tea offered noticeable improvement 
and I wondered why I don’t know the medicinal powers of the flora 
that surrounds me. 


I survived the bus ride home, extra burdock leaves packed in my 
suitcase, and felt confident that I was on the mend. But no, the 
poison wasn’t finished with me yet! Waking every few couple of 
hours to tend to the rash was something I’d grown accustomed to, 
my next surprise was the inability to walk. 


For three days and nights I was held captive in my bedroom, my 
legs propped higher than my heart on pillows in an effort to ease my 
swollen ankles and feet. This, after two weeks of interminable 
itchiness and a rash redder than Santa’s suit. The pain was so 
intense that, to move from bed to bathroom, I’d nose-dive off the 
bed onto the floor, then slowly prop myself on all fours and, after 
the stabbing pain subsided (it felt like shin splints), crawl to the 
bathroom. There, I’d press my hands onto the bathtub and lift 
myself to the toilet, unable to contain an audible gasp as the 
stabbing pain again proffered. When my legs had adjusted to this 
new position, I’d verbally encourage them to allow me to stand, 
clench my teeth, and gasp again as I rose to my feet. After several 
slow, stiff steps the pain would nearly subside, only to recur with 
intensity every single time I’d rise after sitting or laying down. 


I’d resisted doctors and clinics for almost two weeks, confident that 
the herbal anti-inflammatories, with heaps of vitamin C and 
chlorella to flush the poison, would eventually win the battle. But 
early Wednesday morning, when I realized I couldn’t walk, I 
hobbled to the nearby hospital. 


“I don’t have a doctor,” I repeated to the early morning emergency 
MD as he suggested I go somewhere for follow-up and scribbled a 
prescription for Hydrocortisone (steroid) cream (possible side 
effects include Diabetes mellitus, Osteoporosis, Allergic contact 


dermatitis, steroid atrophy, Corticosteroid withdrawal syndrome, 
Tachyphylaxis, folliculitis, miliaria, Norwegian scabies, Kaposi’s 
sarcoma), also suggesting Ibuprofin (with possible adverse effects 
including nausea, dyspepsia, gastrointestinal ulceration/bleeding, 
raised liver enzymes, diarrhea, constipation, epistaxis, headache, 
dizziness, priapism, rash, salt and fluid retention, and hypertension, 
infrequent adverse effects including esophageal ulceration, heart 
failure, hyperkalemia, renal impairment, confusion, and broncho- 
spasm, and/or the onset of bullous pemphigoid or pemphigoid-like 
blistering). 


I don’t have a doctor because she and I parted ways philosophically 
many years ago when she went the way of botox. I think we’re 
beautiful just the way we are. I didn’t tell the emergency doctor that 
story, or that I wouldn’t be taking the drugs he prescribed because 
I’m not interested in taking medication that attacks my body, with 
side-effects that might actually cause the very condition I’m 
suffering. I did thank him, and I am grateful that the emergency 
option is open and free for us 24/7. His diagnosis (contact 
dermatitis) reassured me that my legs were not infected, that I 
hadn’t contracted parasites from the lake, that the leg pain was a 
normal side effect. Thursday I got into the Pacific Rim College of 
Complimentary and Integrative Medicine, trusting their philosophy 
of supporting our bodies’ natural ability to heal themselves. 


They were shocked by my rash. I confessed about the infrared sauna. 
“Ouch,” the instructor responded, his student (my doctor for that 
session) standing nearby, “good heat but bad timing.” In Chinese 
medicine, he said, red and itchy means heat, and you don’t want to 
put more heat on top of that. Another simple thing I didn’t know. 


The student, Nicole, administered acupuncture to support my spleen 
and liver, to help relieve the damp and heat in my legs, and to calm 
my stressed body and mind. The instructor, Reuven, prepared 
Chinese herbs for me to take home. The next morning, Thursday, I 
awoke, after the usual restless sleep, but with about 40% less pain. 
By Sunday, though, my feet and calves were again swollen, the pain 
was returning, and I was itchy like you can’t even imagine. I called 
the clinic and was invited to attend Dr. Bruce Ferguson’s workshop 
that afternoon. Again, my condition elicited a reaction from the 
students. 


In a language I didn’t understand, Bruce discussed a treatment plan 
and, after some hesitation, a student named Angela volunteered to 
administer ten needles. She was kind, and gentle, and after the rest 
of the class had witnessed some incredible results while working 
with other volunteer patients they returned to examine my progress. 
They expressed amazement and assured me that the red was slowly 
dissipating. A few hung around to discuss possible herbal 
treatments, most of which Id already tried. I mentioned that one of 
the nodules on my leg felt a little different than the rest, and asked if 
it’s possible there’s still a needle stuck in there. Angela said a 
slippery oak bark poultice will pull it out if there is something there. 
I don’t know if there was a tiny thorn extracted, or if it was just the 
acupuncture treatment, but I slept deeply that night for the first time 
in two weeks. I’m hopeful that I am really on the mend this time. 


Canada is known for its fantastic, publicly funded health care 
system. That’s true, to an extent. If you need a diagnosis, or have 
faith in big pharma drugs and/or surgery to remedy whatever ails 
you, it’s great. Thank goodness for that. But if you want to invest 
in preventative maintenance, if you believe that health is a natural 
state and that your body is capable of healing itself if it’s properly 
supported, you’re gonna have to pay for that. Health stores and 
alternative/complimentary healers abound ... but it’s expensive. 


I have new sympathy for my lower income friends who can barely 
survive month to month, never mind invest in health. One of my 
friends knows it’s a pinched nerve that’s caused her a year (so far) 
of intense pain in her outer hands, and she knows a Chiropractor 
could fix it ... if she had enough money for continuous treatment. 
Instead, she gets pain medications from the “free” clinic. 


What if I’d had to negotiate with an employer for sick time, paid or 
unpaid, these past twenty days? What if I was a homeless person 
who’d contracted the poisonous plant while pitching a tent one night? 
Pd likely accept any drug offered. And then where would I be? 


If we Canadians want a health care system that’s about healing 
rather than pain management, if we want health maintenance rather 
than sickness treatment, then we’d be mindful to lobby and 
advocate for progressive changes. Surely it costs less to keep 
people healthy than to heal them. As it is, we’re under threat of 
losing the system that exists, because the for-profit capitalists have 
realized there’s money to be made from it. It’s a gigantuan battle, to 
save what we’ve got and make it better, but I believe we’re up for it. 
And I believe Tommy Douglas, the founder of Canada’s universal 
health care system, would support our struggle. 


Janine was educated at public schools and university, but didn’t learn about 
Tommy Douglas until the CBC’s “Greatest Canadian” search of 2004. 
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ana used ... continued from cover 


He seems to have been told by the Ministry that he is not 
allowed to fight for his son? 


Could this be true that families, like the ones we met in 
front of the Esquimalt ministry office are being punished 
for fighting for their children and are NOT ALLOWED to 
judge or criticize the Ministry? 


It seems that any person can and has made anonymous calls 
that protect their identity as informants. I heard many first 
hand accounts from parents still fighting to get their 
children back after such an anonymous call. Each person I 
met stated they still have not heard the accusation that 
resulted in apprehension of their children. 


Today, another witness and I arrived just as everyone was 
filling up the courtroom. We took two seats, one in front of 
the other. She sat behind me, close to the exit on the right; 
the sheriff was just beyond the doorway at a desk. I was 
confused as to when or if I would be allowed to come 
forward, so I respectfully waited for Ian’s name to be 
called. Many folks had come and gone and I was 
wondering if not letting the court clerk know I was there 
earlier may have affected her asking for Ian’s case number 
to be called. The judge cleared this up by asking other legal 
types to stop interrupting the clerk. If they signed in, they 
would be called in order, otherwise wait. 


Honorable Judge Harvey seemed fair and helped me feel 
comfortable. After a few more cases were read, the clerk 
asked if there were other cases waiting, I then stood, 
another male stood and he spoke, so I waited, looking to the 
Judge and clerk as to what to do. I sat down to wait. After 
they concluded, the clerk again asked a similar question, I 
stood showing signs of discomfort and humility, asked if I 
should speak. The judge motioned with her eyes that I 
should sit; I did so immediately. I felt awkward. A few 
moments pass and I witnessed a woman approaching the 
Sheriff, asking him something, and he helped her. So, I 
thought it best I ask him what I should do. 


Quietly, and careful not to be disruptive, I approached him 
in the same fashion the woman before me had. The sheriff 
immediately got up, moved towards me suddenly, and led 
me out of the room with a “ you come with me.” I turned to 
face the judge and respectfully left facing her, a common 
courtesy in a courtroom. The sheriff tried to herd me with 
hand on my left elbow, through the waiting room area until 
I stopped partially still in the waiting room area. I asked 
him why he was handling me in this way. 


The sheriff was immediately in my face holding my arm 
and asking me questions. I tried to answer yet, he 
inevitably interrupted. I became confused. He was 
aggressive in how he spoke to me. I stated that as soon as I 
was able I approached him to ask for advice and guidance 
and wondered why he was so aggressive with me. I asked 
him politely to please let go of my arm. He let go yet 
continued in this manner for some time, asking if I was a 
friend to either of the parents, etc. I tried to state that I 
wanted to let the court know Ian was unable to attend and 
that he had faxed information to the judge and was 
requesting that this matter be held over til the trial date on 
August 30th. I also tried to explain the power of attorney 
that Ian and I are related, and if I could speak on his behalf. 


Unfortunately, I was repetitively interrupted and aggressively 
told that if I speak I am in contempt of court. I was so confused 
as to whether or not he wanted me to stop talking NOW, in the 


hall or inside the courtroom. I explained I had fibromyalgia and 
can he please bear with me, as I mean no disrespect. 


The sheriff got rather impatient and escorted me further 
away from the waiting area, holding my left arm in a way 
that put pressure upon a fibromyalgia point. I asked him to 
please let go, that he was actually hurting me. I tried again 
to explain what I was doing. The sheriff let go of my arm at 
my request, while still herding me over to the stairs area. 
He began reading me the riot act, letting me know he could 
arrest me for contempt of court. I was surprised and yet 
remained humble, since it felt all along as if something was 
in motion and I had to pay attention. The sheriff again 
aggressively asked what I was trying to do. I calmly began 
to explain best I can, that I was asked by Ian McFadden to 
speak on his behalf...”. The sheriff interrupted me once 
again, before I could finish my explanation. Interruptions 
always throw me off, if you understand fibromyalgia. He 
said that I should shut up. I asked if I could speak, he 
aggressively stated some words I cannot even remember 
although I do remember being in shock from there on in. 


The sheriff said that I was NOT ALLOWED TO SPEAK 
further, and, if I tried he’d arrest me for contempt of court. I 
was so confused I have to tell you. I made a sound that was 
shock like air exhaling out of my mouth. Like a surprise 
that one tries to contain, confusion thick in my head and the 
threat of violence hanging right in my face. He then said: 
“you laughed at me, you are being arrested for contempt of 
court, turn around right now and put your hands up on the 
wall.” I did so immediately. 


Still in shock I stated I was totally confused as to why this 
was happening. He called for back up. I reminded him that 
I had fibromyalgia and to please back off on the right upper 
arm, as there was obviously no need and please be careful 
on the tightness of the cuffs. 


He began patting me down; my shirt got lifted up a bit in 
the process. I let him know I was a transgender person and 
please do not take off my shirt. He looked at me a bit 
surprised and with anger and more impatience in his eyes, 
stated he was not taking off my shirt. He stated that others 
would be coming to assist him to move me and place me in 
a holding cell until the situation was assessed and decided if 
charges would be laid against me. The sheriff walked me 
through doors and down a hall, all along squeezing too hard 
on that fibromyalgia point I mentioned earlier. We went 
into an elevator and down another hall to a door. I was 
handed over to another sheriff sometime in that move. The 
first sheriff told him something to the affect that it would 
probably be an in and out kinda deal. 


This new officer asked me what happened. That was when I 
had a short release in the form of tears. I explained I was 
fine. I told him I was respectful, and not speak nor yell out 
or mock the court in any way, and that I had approached the 
sheriff after standing quietly. I made an obvious mistake in 
standing up at the inappropriate time. I explained the 
sheriff was surprisingly hard to deal with from the get go. 
That I have fibromyalgia, which I let the first man know, 
and that I was sharing that fact so the handcuffs could be 
loosened as my arm was beginning to hurt and it was 
difficult to rest my arm without pain. I was taken to a cell, 
cuffs left on the whole time and I was left in pain. I let this 
sheriff know I had no ID, as my friend had that in my bag. 

I also reminded him that I was an “F” on the driver’s 
license as I am a two-spirit person, transgendered. I wait. 


Slide klunk klunk goes the BIG door ... 


I am not sure how long I was in there but I am sure I was 
shocked still. I began to shift carefully, holding one hand up 
with the other in order to take pressure off of the arm the 
sheriff held all too tightly. The sheriffs opened the door to ask 
me questions about how to spell my name and date of birth? 
“I am a two spirit transgendered person.” I explain the details 
again about the F (female) word and about where my ID was. 
The sheriff looked to the fellow who was guarding me who 
said, “We will need to take her picture.” I said “um excuse 
me, why would you be taking a photo of me at this point?” 
The “good vibe sheriff” stated to me clearly, we take a photo 
and we do that with everybody who is charged. Ok, I say. 
Can you loosen these at all? It won’t be long now, he says. I 
was relieved I asked the question about “why now?” 


Door goes slide klunk klunk. I sit and wait and am aware of 
my breathing, readjusting my hands in such a way that I can 
support my right arm, which is now threatening to spasm. 


Klunk klunk slide goes door. The original Sheriff came in 
while the second sheriff watched. The original Sheriff first 
came in and stood right in front of me and says with 
authority “Turn around and stand up!” I look at him 
confused as heck and he clarified. While un-cuffing me, he 
lets me know I am not being charged, that I would be 
escorted out of the courthouse and that I was not allowed to 
come back in today August 16th or I would be charged with 
contempt of court. He explained that in detail and slowly 
this time. While he told me all this he grabbed my upper 
arm again, that point on the arm is a known and recognized 
fibromyalgia point/pain point. Here he is on that point again 
as he is releasing me, as if to “make a point.” I turn and 
look him in the eye and ask, “Can you ease off my arm 
please”? The fibromyalgia..., “Relax!” he says. I felt like 
he was holding back an angry smirk. I was unable to relax 
my arm this whole time due to the fibromyalgia! I relax my 
right arm again while keeping my arm up with my left 
hand. His hand squeezed my upper arm. I took as deep a 
breath as I could, thought of our sisters and brothers and 
two spirits in solitary confinement for fasting on Prisoners’ 
Justice Day last August 10th. This thug called a sheriff was 
now escorting me out. 


My friend found out that NO ONE except approved counsel 
or the parent can speak. I wondered to myself, as an 
adopted member of House of Lugal, Gitwokl Nation, what 
does it mean if I have been given power of attorney to 
speak on their behalf if that would be recognized? I was 
unable to either ask or articulate the question with the first 
sheriff that I had the misfortune of dealing with. I finally 
just wrote the question clearly. 


It seems the colonial court only acknowledges itself and the 
parents, or legal guardians in a courtroom, unless called as 
witness by one of its own. 


With all due respect, Families need our help. I urge you to be 
brave, learn from this experience and always ensure witnesses 
are in court for you taking notes. 


I pray for the Honorable Judge Harvey 
that, if there is wrong doing, she find it 
out as it seemed to me that she was the 
kind of Judge who does not like 
anything pulled over her eyes. 


Kim Hines, aka kym hothead, is a visitor 
on Lkwungen Territory, from Winnipeg 
Red River Cree Territory. kym blogs at 
web.resist.ca/~askhothead/blog and can 
also be found on Facebook. 





Community Chest of Good Will 


In the past, I was bothered when 
individuals helped me and I was unable 
to return the favour to them. 





One example was Mrs King. I was 
working night and day on my overdue 
thesis for my degree. I lived in a noisy 
home with a younger brother and sister. 
Mrs King lived in the adjoining duplex 
so she heard through the walls the 
conditions I was working under. 


She offered me ‘Billy’s Room.’ She 
gave me a key to her home and said I 
was to use ‘Billy’s Room’ whenever I 


and could sleep in. 


needed whether night or day. She said she 
and Mr King did not care if I woke them at 2 
am in the morning since they were retired 


‘Billy’s room’ was their son’s room. He had 
been killed in an accident years ago. To 
them, it was a sacred place. And they let 
me desecrate it by making it my workspace. 
It was years later, long after Mr and Mrs 
King had died, that I realized how great a 
sacrifice they had made for me. 


How could I repay this gift of love? 


I then heard about the Community Chest of 
Good Will. The concept is that we receive 
help from others to whom we may not be 
able to repay. We accept the help from 
strangers with thanks. However, if we 
wished to, we could ‘payback’ the help by 
putting something into the Community 
Chest of Good Will. We do this by giving 
help to others. 


If this idea appeals to you, join the cycle of 
giving and receiving within your 
community. 


Gerry Masuda, Duncan 


Unis’'toten Action Camp 


“My name is Eric Nordal. I’m from Victoria, B.C. on 
unceded Coast Salish Territories. I am here to support the 
Wet’suwet’en in their struggle to protect these lands from 
the development of both the Enbridge and Pacific Trails 
Pipeline.” With that introduction, a smile from Toghestiy 
and an invitation to cross the bridge into Unis’tot’en 
territory. It was 4 a.m. and the backdrop to this camp was 
an epic showing of northern lights. 


The Unis’tot’en (the Big Frog Clan) and Lhe Lin Liyin (the 
Guardians) were host to this 3rd annual event. This year, a 
lot of attention has been brought to their struggle due to the 
media frenzy about the Enbridge Pipeline. Through the 
practice of free, prior, and informed consent we turned 
away logging trucks that were clearing the path for the 
construction of the Pacific Trails Pipeline. 


On the Action Camp website (https://unistotencamp. 
wordpress.com/3rd-annual-unistoten-action-camp/) it states, 
“The Unis’tot’en and Lhe Lin Liyin, along with other 
strong uncompromising allies will stop this destructive 
path, for the future generations, for the biodiversity, and for 
solidarity with our neighbours living amidst the heavy 
impacts in the Tar Sands affected areas in northern Alberta, 
and regions heavily affected by fracking natural gas and 
shale oil, as well as communities impacted by refineries, 
pipelines, and fuel terminals and port expansions.” 


I heard the call out for activists to join this camp only a 
month prior. There was little time to prepare the transporta- 
tion, the food, and the fundraising for the caravan that came 
up from Victoria. Forest Action Network played a lead role 
in this event, and SocialCoast was keen to work with them 
and take on the transportation planning. Luckily, we 
managed to find an old school bus, get the proper licensing 
and insurance, fix the brakes, and were able to trail blaze the 
way. The bus trip took longer than expected, and perhaps the 
best description of the ride that I heard from the driver’s seat 
was “... somehow worse than the Greyhound.” 


Despite the long days on the bus, driving through a record 
breaking 38 degrees Celsius one day, and getting lost on a 
logging road for 4 hours, spirits remained high. We were 
mostly strangers to one another on the trip up, but had time 
to connect during those long and stuffy days on the bus. 
With that said, we were all very happy to arrive at the camp. 


Our first morning on Unis’tot’en territory we received a very 
warm welcoming that can barely be given justice through 
words. Toghestiy, Freida, Mel Bazil, and the elders led 
wonderful songs to the beat of traditional drums. Their 
culture and history, which has grown for thousands of years 
on the land where we were standing, was being taught to us 
through their performance. Facing the recent and ongoing 
occupation of their land, and the purposeful destruction of 
their people, it was an incredible honour to witness a culture 
that is being kept alive by a passionate and purposeful group. 


We talked about what was to be expected for the rest of the 
week. There were a number of workshops planned, meals to 
be cooked, and construction of the camp to be finished. I 
wasn’t sure at this point if we would be operating a full on 
blockade or not, but was certainly ready to participate in 
any actions that were asked of us. 


We also talked about the signal for an emergency on the 
bridge; that is, if someone was trying to get through. If we 
heard five honks from a car horn, that meant ‘drop what 
you’re doing, and meet at the bridge.” 


"F 





by Eric Nordal 


The next morning 


I woke at sunrise to the sound of 
five honks from a car horn. I 
quickly put on my toughest 
looking plaid shirt and joined 
the rest of what had become a 
small army to the bridge 
crossing the Morice River into 
Unis’tot’en territory. 


When I arrived, members of the 
Unis’tot’en clan were on their 
way across the bridge to meet 
the new visitor. As was the plan, 
those 160 or so of us visiting the 
camp were to be the backdrop at 
the other end of the bridge; to 
show a physical presence if 
needed. 


The Wet’suwet’en stuck with 
their model of free, prior, and 
informed consent when they 
approached the visiting truck. 
They asked the usual questions: 
Who are you? What are you 
doing here? How will you be 
benefiting these people and this land? The driver of the truck 
did not answer correctly. With that, the truck backed up and 
turned around. As it turned out, the logging company was not 
only logging, but also clearing the path for the Pacific Trails 
Pipeline. They were allowed to return a day or two later; once 
they agreed they would log in different areas. 


The week continued in anticipation of some unbelievable 
workshops, led by some of the most engaged organizers I have 
ever come across (current and past members of organizations 
like the Ruckus Society, the Black Panthers, Deep Green 
Resistance, Vancouver Media Co-op, and the West Coast 
Warriors). These workshops and discussions played on through- 
out the week, and the diversity of backgrounds and teachings of 
the participants was unreal. 


There were workshops on a variety of topics. Topics such as 
decolonization, race relations in Canada, independent media 
production, security culture, civil disobedience, strategies for 
community organizing, and tree climbing were all on the 
agenda. A performance by Testament in collaboration with 
the Wet’suwet’en drumming and singing group was epic. 


The week was paired with generousity and hospitality that is 
evidently much more scarce within an environment based on 
consumerism and individuality. 


On the third day, Toghestiy returned from a hunting trip with 
a moose, which we ate in almost every meal until the day we 
left. The land we were on, as it has done for thousands of 
years, also provided us with soapberry for dessert, smoked 
salmon, medicines, and clean water to drink straight out of 
the river. 


The really amazing part of this trip was the perspective from 
the indigenous activists that is not ever heard within 
mainstream media or mainstream discussion. Their connection 
to the land and creation is something western culture is far 
from practicing. Their commitment to protecting the land is 
something that I feel the responsibility to support. 


I was able to get a glimpse of beautiful and ancient traditions 
that have been a part of the 
Wet’suwet’en culture forever: 


A culture whose understanding of 
God is much different than 
Abrahamic faiths; while Judaism, 
Christianity, and Islam worship a 
noun, which is God, in the 
Wet’suwet’en culture there is a great 
respect for Creation, as a verb. This 
changes the relationship between the 
physical and the spiritual world. 

Mi Instead of seeking understanding of 
a God that is ‘eternalized’ in a 

S| biblical text, the Wet’suwet’en pay 
respect to the present, always 
changing, and always-alive 
Creation. Also understood as Great 





Mystery. 


A culture that chose to live in a matriarchal society thousands 
of years before women got to vote in Canada. There were a 
number of clans within the Wet’suwet’en nation, and 
children were always born into their mother’s clan. In 
western culture, the family name of the man is traditionally 
kept after the marriage ceremony. 


A culture that understands colonialism isn’t of the past, it is 
happening today. The Pacific Trails Pipeline is being pushed 
through and supported by many levels of government, 
capitalists, and corporations alike. It will cross miles of 
traditional territories, and directly where we drank from the 
river. 


A culture whose Warriors use violence as a last resort. They 
admire strength not as a physical attribute but is instead 
measured by what you can offer to your community. They 
are fierce, disciplined, and compassionate in their fight to 
protect the land. It is led by a strong sense of place, rooted 
deep through history, a strong spiritual connection to the 
land, and adherence to a universal Natural Law. 


The Wet’suwet’en have a song about war that is passed on as 
a lesson in history, the lyrics include the repeating phrase 
“Why did it have to come to this?” 


As the song was being performed, I had the chance to look at 
the forest around me: it had been devastated by pine beetle, 
the result of shoddy forestry practices, climate change, and 
other anthropogenic forces. I looked at the ground beneath 
my feet and imagined the time when woodland caribou 
trampled through in the thousands. A hydro dam flooded their 
migratory route, they are now virtually extinct in this area. 


I looked down to the river and imagined how it would look if 
all seven of the pipelines are built and what it would mean 
for the people who drink from the river, eat the salmon, and 
are spiritually and historically connected to the land. What it 
would mean for everyone. “Why did it have to come to 
this?” The words in that song began to have a deeper 
meaning for me. I wondered how this battle with the pipeline 
companies would turn out. 


We pulled away from the camp in our old school bus, the 
camp dismantled, and we all headed home. There was a 
feeling of community, and a strong sense of solidarity that 
wasn’t there at the beginning of the trip. As we drove home, I 
was savouring the last bit of fresh river water that I filled up in 
my water bottle before we left. As we drove further south, and 
closer to urban areas, I realized I was less and less likely to 
find a source of water that wasn’t from a tap. It reaffirmed 
how precious our natural world is, the respect that it deserves 
to be given, and our collective responsibility to protect it. 


The Wet’suwet’en Peoples lands are unceded, but occupied 
by the governments of BC and Canada. 


This article was originally published at SocialCoast.ca, a central 
hub for local activists that was founded by Eric Nordal in 2011. 
For more info on the camp visit WildCoast.ca. 
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Pow Wow Celebrations - 
Tsartlip Style 


by Jennifer Hastie 






I had the privilege to be asked if I wanted to attend the Annual 
Yellow Wolf Pow Wow celebration on the T’sartlip reserve which 
lies close to the municipality of Central Saanich. My husband and I 
were honoured to do so on the August long weekend. 


It is the third Pow Wow that we have attended here in Victoria and 
the 19th time that this annual gathering has occurred. The Sampson 
family, my contact people, have played a major role in helping to 
organize this Pow Wow in recent years. 


“What on earth IS a Pow Wow?” you might ask. Well, it’s a 
celebration widely held throughout many First Nations’ areas all 
over North America. It is usually held at the beginning of the summer, before the 
weather gets too hot to dance. It is a time to reunite with old friends and extended 
family. The Grand-Daddy of all Pow Wows takes place in Albuquerque, New Mexico, in 
March every year. 


The focus of a Pow Wow appears to be dancing and drumming, along with eating well 
and displaying/selling crafts. Because the T’sartlip Pow Wow is growing yearly, it is 
becoming well known among both native and non-native peoples. This year there were 
dancers and drummers from as far away as Idaho and Washington State, as well as from 
local areas such as Cowichan and Nanaimo. 


The drums are mesmerizing with their pounding, pounding, pounding. The dancers are 
beautifully dressed in traditional costumes. I notice that the male dancers’ costumes and 
dances imitate traditional animals from the plains geographical area — perhaps, from 
many other geographical areas as well. I speak only from observation, not from any 
formal learning about the Coast Salish or Interior Salish culture. 


A grand entrance by all dancers starts each day’s dancing, led by the senior male dancers. 
I think of them as being the “old war horses.” All the dancers dance slowly around the 
fair grounds, from oldest to youngest. 


First up on the agenda for the day are the grass dancers; men who dance as they “sweep” 
the grass, purifying the area in preparation for the remainder of the afternoon. Next come 
the females, who are the “jingle dancers.” Their costumes are loaded with small bells; 
their foot and leg movements ever so graceful, like ballet dancers. All age groups within 
each dance category participate, with the young ones imitating the older dancers in the 
field. Next, I believe, are the hoop dancers. Finally the fancy dancers enter the procession. 


I am always amazed at how our various First Nations’ cultures are so different to each 
other in North America, perhaps in spite of living very close to one another, as the crow 
flies. Of course, it all makes perfect sense if we recognize that historically, the peoples 
travelled by canoe to visit or war with other nations — up the rivers and channels, and, in 
our area, travelling across the Salish Sea. The Nuu-Chah-Nulth-Ahts, of course, have 
very different dances and traditional costumes from the Coast Salish people, for they are 
a very different culture with a very different language. 


Perhaps the most satisfying aspect of First Nations cultures for me, is the way that 
emphasis is always placed on the young ones learning to dance. Their cultures stress 
participation rather than winning. Hence, the winner in each category is quietly slipped 
money. It’s no big deal to win; it is a big deal to participate, especially if you’re only 
three years old! 


Admission is free at the Pow Wow, at least here in the Saanich area. Natives and 
non-natives are all welcome. Historically, the food must have been free as well. 
However, today, for a very reasonable price, we can purchase wonderful “Indian Tacos,” 
fried bread, and other traditional food 
items. The meatless chili put in the 
Indian Tacos on this reserve continues to 
be the best that I have ever eaten. 
Another important item: Pow Wows are 
“dry,” as are most First Nations’ official 
celebrations today. 


If you are interested in seeing this 
wonderful event, do consider coming out 
next summer to the T’sartlip Reserve on 
the August long weekend. If you are 
respectful, you will be well treated by 
those who will direct you to a parking 
spot, serve you food, coffee and soft 
drinks. Some kind folks will even let you 
stand under their tent to watch the action, 
for it is very hot out there — that is, of 
course, if you ask them first if it’s okay to 
occupy a little shade for a little while. 


I apologise if some of my facts are not 
correct. Iam speaking from observation, 
not from any formal learning of our Coast 
Salish Culture. 

Jennifer Hastie is a non-native writer, living 
in Victoria, who enjoys reporting on First 
Nations issues. 
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Vancity Divests 
by Zoe Blunt 


Vancity announced that it’s now divested Enbridge stock 
from its Socially Responsible Investment funds. Thank you 
to everyone who signed the petition and came to the annual 
meeting! 


.| The BC credit union is the first financial institution to quit 
investing in pipelines, but we say it won’t be the last. This 
should be a wake-up call for any company that thinks it can 
bulldoze its way across BC. 


fi in May 2012, FAN challenged Vancouver City Savings 
Ai Credit Union to live up to its “sustainable investing” label 
and divest from Enbridge. 


A spokesperson said Vancity’s board of directors began a 

review of its holdings after shareholder lobbying failed to 
persuade the pipeline giant to drop the Northern Gateway proposal. The credit union heard 

from hundreds of members angry about its investments in Enbridge. 


The Globe and Mail says Enbridge stock is down 6% this month, and the pipeline giant is 
“alienating” socially-responsible investors (http://ow.ly/davMb). 


If boycotts don’t stop the pipes, the blockades might. Communities all along the pipeline route 
are organizing against the Enbridge Northern Gateway project and the more imminent Pacific 
Trail natural gas line, which was approved last April. Enbridge and Pacific Trail share the 
same route over much of western BC. 


In the meantime, everyone should tell their bank, credit union, or investment firm to cut their 
ties to pipeline companies. Tell them why it’s wrong to invest in corporations that destroy 
watersheds, wildlife, and communities. 


Drilling for Oil in the Sistine Chapel by Don Startin 


I feel really terrible I never wrote to what passes for a government in B.C. beseeching them 
not to allow the Red Chris Mine to go ahead. Maybe it would have made a difference. I 
figured the Friends of the Stikine, and Rivers Without Borders had things well in hand. 
Imagine my horror when I phoned a fellow journalist at The Northern Miner, a mining weekly, 
and heard that Imperial Metals have begun stripping off the overburden from the opencast 
mine pit in the area of Todagin Mountain which is world class wildlife habitat for mountain 
goats and Stone’s sheep. I am deeply troubled that anybody in my adopted country would 
desecrate our Serengeti. 


The Red Chris Mine is set to dump 30,000 tons of rock a day into Black Lake, just below the 
source of the Iskut River. The overburden will leach arsenic (sulphuric acid) into the lake. 
However someone who has just returned from the area disputes this, and thinks they are just 
doing some test drilling. Reading between the lines I reckon Imperial could well be busy 
building a crusher and flotation plant on site using diesel generators for power. Electrical 
contractors have begun a three phase line to the mine from Bob Quinn Lake which is the end 
of B.C. Hydro’s new North West Transmission Line. A line mark you, subsidized from 
Canada’s Ecotrust for Clean Air and Climate Change. Verily our province and federal 
governments are run by ecocidal slimebags. Let’s call a spade a spade! 


Idiot Harper, his office toadies (very powerful people), his cabinet and caucus of elected 
sheep, plus all the irresponsible citizens who voted for him, along with twit Clark, the 
Belleville Mafia and all the misguided “Lieberal” voters in B.C. are blind to the perilous state 
of our planet. All major construction projects and excavations, of which Red Chris is one, 
spew unwanted CO2 into our atmosphere. An unending procession of heavy trucks will pack 
stores, equipment and fuel into the site, while a steady stream of polluting concentrate carriers 
will take the copper/gold concentrates to Stewart to be exported to a smelter overseas where 
more toxic by-product will likely be spewed into the atmosphere, and where environmental 
regulations aren’t as strict as in Canada. When the Black Lake tailings area has been filled up, 
another tailings system will be set up draining into the Klappan River which also drains into 
the Skeena. Each of these tailings systems will require a state of the art effluent remediation 
plant that will require painstaking monitoring for scores of years after the mine closes in about 
2052. Luckily, at deadline, local experts think overburden removal may not have begun. 


The mine is way off the beaten track, and Imperial doesn’t have the necessary working capital. 


The concentrate is produced by converting the dry crushed ore to slurry and treating it with a 
proprietary surfacant. I shudder to think of what any of the chemicals in such a surfacant 
would do to salmon eggs and fingerlings if they get into the Iskut and Klappan Rivers. The 
slurry is tumbled, and has compressed air blown through it, which blows the copper and gold 
bearing particles to the surface where they form bubbles. Paddles then skim the bubbleborn 
concentrates into a collecting system. Unwanted slurry particles are run off to the tailings line, 
and thence to the tailings pond. Most of this article is based on Wade Davis’s book The Sacred 
Headwaters, and reports supplied by Imperial Metals. 


Although the pay will likely be good, workers will be on shifts. They will live in bunkhouses 
and fly home for their shift breaks, which is not conducive to a happy home life. The blasting 
and trucks running around the mine site will severely impact wildlife. I worked at a similar 
molibdenum mine. I know whereof I speak, although I have absolutely no engineering or 
metalurgical qualifications. We can only hope the reports on the overburden are incorrect. I 
am anxious to speak to anybody who’s been to the mine site recently. Please phone 
250-477-5507 between 6 and 7 p.m. 


Readers will be interested to hear that some Tahltan elders briefly set up an information 
blockade on Highway 37 to show their opposition to the mine. In November we’ll take a look 
at the disgraceful way in which the mine was approved, and tie up some details Readers who 
are young and fit are asked to follow this issue closely. The Tahltan may well need bodies on 
the ground to help out. 
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Cuba does many of the things that other countries do, but 
somehow it manages to do them just a bit differently, and in 
many cases, a bit better. Even though this was my seventh 
trip to the island nation with Pastors for Peace, I still learned 
new and exciting things about our neighbor to the south. 


Travelling with Pastors for Peace is not at all like being a 
tourist in Cuba. We go to places that tourists would not 
know how to find, and probably couldn’t be bothered to 
find. I want to tell you about a visit to a home for elderly 
women, a Visit to an animal shelter, and a visit to the 
National Center for Sex Education. 


Hogar de Ancianas 


One place tourists never go is the Hogar de Ancianas (home 
for elderly women) in the city of Santa Clara, province of 
Villa Clara. This place was full of surprises. It was not at 
all what I was expecting. From the outside it doesn’t look 
like much—just a small doorway in a row of buildings on a 
side street marked by a barely noticeable sign. Inside, 
however, it is a different story. After going through an entry 
hall it opens up into a bright and airy courtyard where the 
residents spend a good bit of their time. The courtyard had 
the feel of being the center of all the action for these elders. 


It is a bit unusual in Cuba for a home for the elderly to be for 
women only, but this one is. Perhaps that affects the 
character of the place in a positive way. Anyway, for 
whatever reason, the women there were in high spirits and 
quite active. I believe they were all 80 and above, but many 
of them acted much younger. One of the high points of our 
visit was when one of the women, 91 years old, sang a 
couple of songs for us. Because of her age I was expecting 
her voice might crack a bit, but nothing of the sort happened. 
She could have been an opera star even now. 


Progressive Voters Bloc - Fart iofiii 


by W. Robert Arnold 


As many of you will know there has been some discussion 
of the idea of organizing poor people and their allies into a 
non-partisan voting block. This is an idea that I have been 
hatching for about eight years. The numbers I use for this 
piece are BC numbers, but I am sure the numbers for other 
places are very similar. Furthermore, it is a pan Canadian 
group. Only during elections will it articulate into groups 
based on the electoral areas involved. 


A few years ago some friends and I started up a group 
called Voters for Economic and Social Justice, which 
continued for three or four years before I got derailed with 
personal health concerns and other people got busy as well. 
The outcome of all this busy-ness was that the group ceased 
to meet. Now, of course, it is no longer registered with the 
Registrar of Companies as a non-profit society. 


I think part of the problem was the name. It was 
descriptive; but too long. 


At this time I am starting up a new group to accomplish the 
same ends as the VESJ. At this point I am calling the new 
group the Progressive Voters Bloc of Canada. As part of 
that process I want to share with you my vision for this 
group and the reasoning behind my belief that it will be a 
powerful group and will, in the end, eradicate poverty, 
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Cuba: It Never Ceases To Amaze Me 


The women showed off their crafts to us. One woman gave 
me a doll she had made. We got to see their rooms, which 
were smallish but neat, clean, and nicely decorated. They all 
seemed quite happy to have the visitors, and proud to show off 
their place of residence. I have been in fancier homes for the 
elderly in the US, but never one with this nice a feel to it. I 
imagine the staff has something to do with that. There are 33 
staff people for the 35 residents, and the ones we met were 
quite pleasant and upbeat about their work. There was no 
sense that they were being overworked and underpaid, which 
is the sense I get when visiting similar facilities in the US. 
This fits with what I have learned about Cuba over the years. 
While they often lack some of the physical resources that we 
have at home, they are very rich in human resources, and they 
put that to good advantage. 


A visit to the animal shelter 


How many tourists in Havana seek out the animal shelter? 
A small group of us from the Pastors for Peace caravan did 
just that. It is on a quiet side street not far from the old, 
colonial Havana, in a converted house. When we arrived 
we were greeted by two young women and a young man 
who were running the place. They were caring for around 
30 stray dogs. 


I have visited animal shelters in the US and I always find 
them a bit depressing, but not so in Havana. Instead of the 
dogs being kept in small, individual cages, they were free to 
run around the place at will. It was not at all like visiting an 
institution. It was more like visiting a family that just 
happened to have a lot of dogs. In the kitchen the young 
man was preparing a meal for the dogs in a very large stew 
pot. No canned food, no kibbles, this was to be a real, 
home-cooked meal for the 30 canine guests. 


The medical needs of the dogs are all looked after by some 
volunteer veterinarians who come in on certain weekdays. 
The dogs all get their shots, they get spayed and neutered, 
and they get bathed and groomed. The dogs seem to all get 
on well with one another and are happy to have so many 
playmates. They also liked to have visitors, and whenever 
one of us sat down for a minute there would soon be a lap 
dog taking advantage of the newly created lap. 


I have never seen such a happy group of dogs in a US 
shelter. Of course this shelter does not euthanize the 
animals, so there were no dogs facing a death sentence. I 
don’t know if the dogs knew that, but the people who ran the 
place knew it, and their positive attitude seemed to rub off 
on the animals. All in all, it was a very happy place to visit. 


A visit to the National Center for Sex Education 


Another non-tourist hotspot we visited in Havana was 
Centro Nacional de Educación Sexual, or CENESEX. In 


protect the environment, support universal 
health care and education and create greater 
peace and a true Democracy. 


A few years ago I looked at the electoral 

numbers for B.C. I discovered some 
interesting things. For instance, fewer than 65 percent of 
eligible voters have voted in the last four elections. Fewer 
than 75 percent of the registered voters have voted in the 
pas four elections. There are an estimated 3 million 20 
thousand eligible voters in BC. I believe there are some 
five million people in BC, 20 percent of whom are poor. 
That means there are one million poor people in BC. If 
one-quarter of those are children, who cannot vote, 7 
hundred and 50 thousand are eligible voters. That is a very 
large group of voters. It could, if it voted as a block, dictate 
which candidate wins in almost every constituency in the 
province. 


I believe West Point Gray to be the only constituency where 
there are not enough poor people to carry the election. 


In the 2001 election nearly 60 percent of the eligible voters 
voted. That means there were about two million votes cast 
in the election. The election was a close one with 87 percent 
of the votes going to the two largest parties. Historically, 
the poor have not voted in great numbers. For argument’s 
sake let us say that 30 percent of the eligible poor people 
voted in this election. That would mean that we have half a 
million new votes to add to the mix in the next election. 


by Gerry Bill 


the 1970s this agency got its start by working on women’s 
reproductive health issues, but it has since become the 
prime organization advocating for LGBT rights in Cuba. 


Cubans have not always had a positive attitude toward the 
non-heterosexuals. In fact, during Soviet era there was 
quite a bit of repression of gays and lesbians. Perhaps that 
was partly the influence of the Russians. Anyway, Cuba has 
done an about face on these issues and is in some ways 
more progressive than the US. For example, transgendered 
people can get free sex reassignment surgery, all paid for by 
the government. I don’t remember seeing a plank like that 
in the Republican or Democratic platforms. 


Sex work in Cuba is not called prostitution by CENESEX, 
it is called transactional sex, which has far fewer negative 
connotations. They have specially trained health workers 
who work with this group, some of them former sex 
workers themselves. This makes it into a form of 
peer-to-peer counseling. 


CENESEX also has a special program to train police in how 
to respectfully deal with transvestites. The program is 
credited with greatly reducing police violence against this 
group. All of this is being paid for by the Cuban 
government, which has adopted the position that sexual 
rights are human rights. 


Not all Cubans are on board with their government in promoting 
full rights for people they see as outside the norm. As one of the 
CENESEX speakers said, “Cuba is a macho and homophobic 
society.” Despite 
that, he said, the 
center’s 
educational efforts 
are helping quite a 
bit, and societal 
attitudes are 
definitely 
changing. 


Who says Cuba 
can’t change? 


Gerry Bill is 
Emeritus Professor 
of Sociology and 
American Studies 
at Fresno City 
College in Fresno, 
California. He 
travels to Cuba 
with the Pastors for 
Peace humanitarian 
aid caravan every 
year, most recently in 
July, 2012. 








Gerry and Sabine (a veteran Caravanista 
from Germany) receive hand-made gifts 











Iam no mathematician, so I am winging it here. I did have 
the numbers crunched by a mathematician friend of mine 
some years ago and the story was essentially the same. 
When the final data is available at elections BC, I will be 
getting a re-crunch of the numbers just to make sure my 
assumptions are still valid. 


About 1.7 million people voted in this election, which is 
60.76 percent of the registered voters. The two major 
parties shared 87 percent of the popular vote, with the 
winners taking 46 percent. That means they won the 
election with 46 percent of the 56 percent of eligible voters 
who voted. That sounds to me like they got about a quarter 
of the eligible voters to vote for them. That would be about 
7 hundred and 50 thousand votes. I am estimating that the 
Progressive Voters Bloc would consist of at least 7 hundred 
and 50 thousand voters. We could add our votes to either of 
the major parties and that party would win in 78 of 79 
constituencies in this province. 


I am hoping that as part of the discussion about the 
Progressive Voters Bloc these numbers will be challenged 
and confirmed or disputed by people who know more about 
such things than I do. I think the idea is workable. 


Enough of the dry numbers game! Next month: the 
philosophy behind this whole idea. 


I would appreciate hearing any feedback about this idea and any 
offers of help forming it and crunching the numbers or setting up a 
Web Site for PVB. Write to me at greyknight@shaw.ca. 
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Books for Reading: 
DON'T OPEN THIS BOOK 


by Andrew Tate 


Hi everyone. For October I have once 
again chosen another book from my 
personal collection. Due to minor 
computer problems I was unable to 
submit my book review for the last 
month. My apologies for missing the 
last few months. My computer is fine 
now. As Halloween is this month, 
here’s a scary book entitled Don’t 
Open This Book with stories selected 
by award-winning author Marvin Kaye 
(GuildAmerica Books, U.S.A., 1998, 
h.c., 593 pgs.). 


This is an anthology of horror/fantasy 
stories. These stories are presented in 
five parts: The Pandora Principle 
(forbidden or dangerous knowledge), 
The Eden Syndrome (the quest for 
knowledge be it spiritual, scientific that 
can lead to dangerous or deadly 
consequences), Sinister Science and 
Frankensteinian Formulae (science- 
fiction, mad scientists, monsters, 
strange gadgets, sinister discoveries), 
Satan’s Fine Print and Memoranda 
from Hell (Satan, Hell, the occult), and 
Read At Your Own Risk (six more 
stories of the weird, terrifying and the 
fantastic). 


These 39 stories of weird fantasy, 
taboo science and tormented souls tell 
what happens when men, women and 
children delve into things they were 
not meant to know. Here is Aleister 
Crowley’s “The Testament of 
Magdalen Blair,” a harrowing glimpse 
at death and hell through the eyes of a 
woman with a singular gift (I must 
warn you that this is a very chilling and 
depressing story); Jane Yolen’s “The 
Confession of Brother Blaise,” a 
thought-provoking take on the sacred 
and profane and the blurry borders 
between; and H. P. Lovecraft’s “The 
Temple,” a taut tale of terror beneath 
the sea. Here too is Zenna 
Henderson’s “Turn the Page,” a 
haunting tale of childhood make- 
believe and the magical lessons one 
learns ... and too soon forgets; Isaac 
Asimov’s “Obituary,” in which a 
physicist’s hunger for fame sets him on 
acourse from which there is no return; 
and Robert Bloch’s menacing “Black 
Bargain,” in which a frustrated 
pharmacist meets a man who is, 
literally, afraid of his own shadow. 


So enjoy these stories along with 
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro, Harry Harrison, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Jessica Amanda 
Salmonson, Jack Vance, Robert 
Shockley and many others as they 
explore the dire effects of dangerous 
tomes, sinister discoveries and 
diabolical contracts. But I must warn 
you, if you are squeamish, nervous fear 
the extreme, if you tremble at the 
inexplicable, Don’t Open This Book! 
Regrettably this book is currently 
unavailable at any branches of the 
GVPL, however it is available from 
amazon.com for $4.95 as it is not a 
current bestseller; or try any reputable 
secondhand bookstore in Victoria. 


Until next time, and Happy Halloween, 
Andrew Tate 
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White Heaven Women 
by Jessie B. Tyson 


What if you discovered you had lived another life—a past life? 


Many people believe that we have all been here on earth before, with 

a different name, different life. Some live their current lives believing 
they’ll be reincarnated after death. This past life theme is prevalent in 
movies, television ad novels, including the new supernatural suspense 
White Heaven Women by British author Jessie B. Tyson. 





White Heaven Women is a gripping tale set Whitehaven, Cumbria, 
UK. Flashing between 1899/early 1900s to 2000, readers are 
introduced to two sisters, Beth and Sarah, and the fate that awaits 
them. 


Separated by Death, Reunited by Fate ... 


In the year 1899, in Whitehaven, Cumbria, UK, Lady Constance With- 
erspoon, only 14 years of age, gives birth to twin girls during a 
tumultuous storm. Lady Elisa (Beth) is born with a diagnosis of 
demonic possession, while her twin, Lady Sarah, is crushed and killed 
when the ceiling collapses in the storm. 





In the year 2000, Sally Witherspane returns home to Whitehaven and 
is haunted by relentless nightmares about demons and a baby crushed 
at birth. To discover the meaning of these dreams, she seeks the help 

of the local psychic, who instructs Sally to attend a past life meeting. 

It is there that Sally meets Beth Witherspoon. 


Persuaded by a ghostly blue apparition, Sally documents a family 
history filled with deception, abuse and an ancient evil, and she must 
summon strength and faith to become the woman she is destined to be, 
one of the last descendants of the White Heaven Women. 


“A novel of hope and of the multiple chances that re-incarnation 
provides the soul in search of enlightenment.” — Shane Joseph, author 
of The Ulysses Man 

“Tyson paints a literary landscape of bygone days so skillfully the 
main characters leap off the pages into our hearts.” — Betty Dravis, 
best-selling co-author of Six-Pack of Blood 





“A fast paced book with vivid characters...a great book to get lost in 
on a rainy day.” —Dionne Lister, author of Shadows of the Realm 





“Horror, suspense, paranormal, life, death, love and hate all woven 
together with such powerfulness, so real, so fragile yet gripping 
enough to keep you on the edge.” — Peggy Grigowski, author of A 
Glimpse of What If 


Published by Imajin Books in Edmonton, AB, Canada, White Heaven 
Women is now available in Kindle edition for only $3.99 at Amazon. 
(http://www.amazon.com/White-Heaven-Women-ebook/dp/ 
BOO8SDDGV6) 


A paperback edition was also published in August and is available at 
Amazon, Barnes & Noble and other retailers. Imajin Books: www. 
imajinbooks.com Email: imajinbooks @shaw.ca 





International Overdose Awareness Day 
by Heather Hobbs, photo by James Thompson 
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White Heaven 
Women 


About the Author 


Jessie B. Tyson has lived 
in Victoria BC Canada 
since 2000. She 
originally hailed from a 
small hamlet type 
community at Scalegill 
Place, near Whitehaven, 
Cumbria, England. 
Whitehaven is the town 
where White Heaven 
Women is set. 
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Jessie has a vivid 
imagination and turns her 
dreams into stories. She 
recalls writing a short 
fairy-tale for a school 


project as a teenager and Jessie! Tyson 


her class teacher published it into a popular local comic. 


Jessie is a gifted, qualified Alternative Therapist, complimentary to 
orthodox medicine and managed her own small but successful clinic. 
She’s been gainfully employed within the disabled community as an 
RCA, Support Worker and Alternative Therapist. 


Jessie has also worked with a variety of voluntary organisations, 
particularly human rights and the disabled. She is an advocate for the 
rights of homeless people everywhere. She adores large dogs and 
remembering the stories of “Otis” and “Lennox.” Jessie battles 
fervently for the abolition of worldwide Breed Specific Legislation 
(BSL), believing it is the “deed not the breed” which should determine 
whether a family’s pet dog lives or dies. She feels it strange that even 
miniature dogs are on a dangerous dogs list somewhere in the world. 


After Jessie immigrated to Canada, she suffered a physical mishap and 
took to writing to alleviate physical pain. She joined an online 
Canadian writing community. Then along came the name “Cheryl 
Kaye Tardiff.” They occasionally communicated about the stories they 
were working on. You know the rest of the story with the publication 
of White Heaven Women in August 2012 by Cheryl’s own Canadian 
publishing company “Imajin Books” based in Alberta. 





Jessie edited White Heaven Women in Our Place on Pandora St., and 
is currrently at work on another novel inspired by the various free 
food places she’s visited while in-between jobs. It’s called Saint 
Peter’s Soup Kitchen. 











For more about Jessie visit: 


www.twitter.com/JessieBTyson 
www.blogspot.com/JessieBTyson 
www.amazon.com/author page/JessieBTyson 


Every August 31, International Overdose 
Awareness Day is marked around the world 
“to raise awareness of overdose and reduce the 
stigma of a drug-related death, especially for 
those mourning the loss of family and friends. 
It also spreads the message that the tragedy of 
overdose death is preventable.” Started by an 
outreach worker in Australia in 2001, the event 
f has grown to include participation from 
government leaders, health services, families 
and individuals impacted and affected by 
overdose (www.overdoseday.com). 


This year, a number of community organiza- 
tions in Victoria joined together to remember 

4 those who have died from overdose and to 

| inform the public about the importance of 
decreasing the risk of future overdoses. The 
Victoria AIDS Resource & Community 
Service Society (VARCS), AIDS Vancouver 
Island, the Society of Living Illicit Drug Users 
(SOLID) and Peers Victoria Resource Society 
hosted a simple and meaningful ceremony on 
the corner of Pandora and Quadra on August 
31 to honour people who have died from 
overdose and raise awareness of the need for a 
community response to the prevention of 
overdose deaths. In particular, focus was on 
prevention and response to overdose related to 
illicit (street) drug use in order to challenge the 
stigma associated with street level drug use. 
In next month’s issue - how to prevent overdose. 


If it happens, how to recognize it and respond 
appropriately. 


Some Food Resources 
9-10 CLUB standrewscathedral.com 250-884-4459 
740 View St. V8W 1J8, Family friendly breakfast Mon-Fri, 8-10 am. 


ANAWIM COMPANION SOCIETY www.anawimhouse.com 250-382-0283 
973 Caledonia Street V8T 1E7, 19+, laundry, showers, meals, clothing, limited 
housing spaces. Arrive by 11 am for lunch M-Sat; 2 pm for dinner Weds & Fris. 


BURNSIDE GORGE COMMUNITY CENTRE www.burnsidegorge.ca 250.388.5251 
471 Cecelia Rd. V8T 474, Dinner Thurs 5 pm 


BEACON BUS 
Blanshard Community Centre, 910 Kings Rd. Family friendly Friday dinner @ 5 pm 


BLANSHARD COMMUNITY CENTRE www.blanshardcc.com 250-388-7696 
901 Kings Rd. V8T 1W5, Family friendly Thursday lunch at noon ($3 adult, $1 child) 


CARTS www.cartsvictoria.ca Starts @ Queens Manor, to Centennial Square, ends 
at Salvation Army. Sundays 4:30-6:30, snacks & hot choc. 


FIRST MET CHURCH firstmetvictoria.com (250) 388.5188 
932 Balmoral, V8T 1A8, Friday before cheque issue dinner @ 5:00 (not in July, Aug, Dec) 


FOOD NOT BOMBS A collectively run food kitchen 250-383-5144, ext 1940 
Harris Green (Pandora & Vancouver) Family friendly vegetarian Sundays, 3:30ish 


JAMES BAY COMMUNITY SCHOOL CENTRE jamesbaycentre.ca 250-389-1470 
140 Oswego St, V8V 2B1 Seniors dinners Tues & Thurs @ 5 pm, Family Friendly 
Community Dinners Weds, approx. every other month. Purchase Tics in advance. 


MUSTARD SEED STREET CHURCH www.mustardseed.ca 250-953-1575 625 Queens 
Ave V8T 1L9, Lunch Sat 11 am; Dinner Fri & Sat & 3rd Sun 7 pm (registration req'd) 


OUR PLACE ourplacesociety.com 250-388-7112 
919 Pandora Ave V8V 3P4. 19+ drop in centre w/computer room, special projects. 
Open Mon to Fri 7 AM -5 PM. Breakfast 7-8 AM; Lunch 11:30-12:30; Dinner 4-5 PM 


PEERS www.peers.bc.ca 250-388-5325 
1-744 Fairview Rd Esquimalt. Past/present sex workers only. Lunch 12-1 pm M-F 


RAINBOW KITCHEN www.rainbowkitchen.ca 250-384-2069 
500 Admirals Rd. Esquimalt, V9A 2N4. Lunch M-F @12-1 pm. Families welcome 


ROCK BAY LANDING (formerly Street Link) www.coolaid.org 250-383-1951 
535 Ellice St. Tics @ 3:30, Dinner @ 4:00 pm Saturdays, 50 meals for non-residents 


SALVATION ARMY = wwwssalvationarmycfs.com/index.php/general/34-saarc 
525 Johnson St. V8W 1M2 250-384-3396 Family friendly, $2 Breakfast 8-9 am M-F; 
$3 Lunch 11:45-12:30 M, W, F, Sun; $4 Dinner 5-5:45 M-F. 


SAANICH NEIGHBOURHOOD PLACE $= www.saanichneighbourhoodplace.com 250-360-1148 
3100 Tillicum Rd. V9A 6T2 4th Weds, family friendly dinner @ 6 pm, registration req'd 


SAINT PETER’S CHURCH 3939 St. Peter Road. 11 am lunch last Saturday each mth. 


SANCTUARY YOUTH CENTRE www.sanctuaryyouth.org 250-385-625-5767 
Humboldt V8W 3G6, 19 and under dinner Fridays @ 4 pm 


SANDY MERRIMAN HOUSE www.coolaid.org (250) 480-1408 
809 Burdett Ave, V8W1B3, Women only lunch Mon-Fri, 11:30 am - 2 pm 


TAILGATE GRILL 
Wharf St. Whale Wall, Family friendly burgers 2nd & 4th Sundays @ 3 pm 


VICTORIA YOUTH EMPOWERMENT SOCIETY www.vyes.ca (250) 383-3514 
533 Yates St, Youth (13-19) only, M-Th, Dinner 5 pm; Snack 8 pm 


Family Friendly Breakfast Club 
First Saturday: St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Kirk Hall, 680 Courtney St, 8:00-9:00 am 
Second Saturday: St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Kirk Hall, 680 Courtney St, 8:15-9:15 am 
Third Saturday: Glad Tidings Pentecostal Church Hall, 1800 Quadra St. 8:30-9:30 am 
Fourth Saturday: Central Baptist Church, 833 Pandora, 8:30-9:30 am 
Fifth Saturday: BC Ferry Workers’ Union at St. Andrew's Kirk Hall, 8:15 - 9:15 am 


Sidney Soup Social Community Lunch 

Family friendly, 11:30-1:00 pm; free or by donation, everyone welcome 
Tuesday: St. Elizabeth's Church - 10030 Third St. 

Wednesday: St. Andrew's Church - 9691 Fourth St. 


Thursday: St. Elizabeth's Church - 10030 Third St. 
Saturday: Peace Lutheran - 2295 Weiler Ave. 


Salt Spring Community Brunch 
268 Fulford-Ganges Rd. Brunch Tuesdays 9:30-noon 


Meals in Sooke 


Mon & Wed: Breakfast 7:30-9 am, 
Sooke Baptist Church - 7110 West Coast Rd. 


Fridays: Lunch 11:30-1 pm, 
Holy Trinity Anglican Church - 1952 Murray Rd. 


Mon, Tues, Thurs: Low-cost lunch for seniors 11 am 

6689 Sooke Rd. 

This list was formerly maintained at solvehomelessness.ca, 
they’re now called victoriahomelessness.ca and the list is 
available via the “Get Informed” / “Fact Sheet” tab. 


Housing Resources 


No Cost for Service, Time Limited Stay 

Salvation Army (Emerg men only) 525 Johnson Street, 250-384-3396 
Rock Bay Landing (formerly Street Link) 535 Ellice St. Phone: 250-383-1951 
Sandy Merriman House (for women) 809 Burdett Avenue, 250-480-1408 
Sobering & Assessment Ctr (24 hr) 1125 Pembroke (@ Cook) 250-213-4444 
Out of the Rain (Youth 15-25) 250-812-0490 winter only, various locations 
Kiwanis Youth Shelter (13-18) 2117 Vancouver St., 250-386-8282 

Hill House - Women with children 250-479-3963 

Sooke Transition House 250-642-2591 Women with or without children 
Vic. Women’s Transition House 250-385-6611 Women with or w/out kids 
Cridge Centre for the Family 1190 Kings Rd 250-384-8058 Women & kids 
Kiwanis House for single women 16-29 w/ one child 250-382-1004 
Margaret Laurence House 250-995-0058 Women &kids escaping abuse 


A full listing of shelter spaces is available at victoriahomelessness.ca 


Low Cost Monthly Rentals 
Ritz Hotel - 710 Fort Street, 250-381-1868 
Fairfield Hotel - 710 Cormorant St., 250-386-1621 
York Hotel - 711 Johnson Street, 250-385-2544 
Douglas Hotel - 1450 Douglas Street, 250-383-4157 
Ocean Island Backpackers - 791 Pandora Avenue 250-385-1788 
Turtle Refuge Backpackers - 1608 Quadra Street 250-386-4471 
Vic. Human Exchange Soc. 361- 2762, 1-800-691-9366, www.humanx.org 
Extreme Outreach - men only, $350 + dep. No alcohol or drugs. 250-708-2064 
Subsidized and/or Supported Housing Services 
BC Housing (subsidized - low income families, 55+, or w/disabilities) 
301- 3440 Douglas Street, 250-475-7550 www. bchousing. org 
Burnside Gorge Community Assoc. 250-388-5251 members.shaw.ca/bgca 
Capital. Re F Housing (subsidized, low income families, 55+, disabilities) 
623 Fisgard, 250-388-6422 www. crd.bc. ca/housing 
Capital Mental Health Association Satellite Housing Program 250-389-1211 
Coordinated Housing Registry (subsidized & supported housing) 
www.coolaid.org 826 Cormorant St. 250-356-2548 

M'Akola Housing Society 250-384-1423 
Pacifica Housing Advisory Assoc. (families) 827 Fisgard 250-385-2131 


Pacifica Housing Serv/Downtown Outreach Serv (connects low-income folk w/ housing 
in private sector) 826 Cormorant 250-356-2555 


Pandora Youth Apts 753 Pandora, For 15-19 yrs, Andrea - 250-380-2663 
St. Vincent de Paul Soc. 250-382-2767 


Victoria Senior Citizen Housing Society - Register w/BC Housing Mgmt Commission: 
301-3440 Douglas 250.475.7550 


Helpful Housing Hints 

1. Add your name to the BC Housing list and the Coordinated Housing Registry. 
2. Get the addresses & phone numbers of subsidized or supported housing units from 
the Cool Aid Society, the BGCA, M’Akola, etc. If you find one you like, make friends, 
impress them, ask them to pull your name off the list. They can let you in, but you have 
to be listed with BC Housing first. 

For more housing information visit victoriahomelessness.ca 

Extreme Weather Shelter status updates at www.vewp.net 


Some places to call for help 
Action Committee of People with Disabilites - 948 View St., 250-383-4105 
Adult Addiction Comm. Treatment Serv: 2nd floor, 1250 Quadra, 250-727-3544 
AIDS Van Island: 713 Johnson St, 3rd Flr, 250-384-2366 ext 2268; AVI Nx 250-896-2849 
BC Utilities Commission (if gas or electricity’s shut off where kids live) - 1-800-663-1385 
Coalition Against Poverty - vcapvictoria.wordpress.com 


Committee to End Homelessness - committeetoendhomelessnessvictoria.wordpress.com, 
250 480 4854 or alisonacker@shaw.ca 


Cool-Aid Medical Clinic: 250-385-1466 Cool-Aid Phone Service ($5/mth plus HST): 250-383-1977 
Credit Counselling - 250-477-9998 HomelessNation.org - online community 
Foundation of Support-Recovery for Men: foundationhousevictoria.blogspot.ca, 250-480-1342 
Grief/Bereavement Counsel: Lorraine Jasmin, R.P.C., 1198 Goldstream, sliding scale 

Lalli Care Clinic - Drug Info, Med. Review, Alt Health - 250-386-5100, lallicareclinic.ca 
Lifering Secular Recovery - (250) 382-1004, www.liferingcanada.org or www.lifering.org (usa) 
Men's Trauma Centre: 250-381-6367, #203-1420 Quadra St. www.menstrauma.ca 
Outreach Services Methadone Clinic: 2004 Fernwood Rd., 250-480-1232 

Prostitute Empowerment & Education (PEERS): 744 Fairview Rd., 250-388-5325 

Problem Gambling Help Line - 1-888-795-6111 

Research, Education, Evaluation, & Support Prog. (REES): 250-595-8619 

Salvation Army Addictions & Rehab Centre: 525 Johnson, 250-384-3396 

Seniors’ Advocacy Group - 388-7696 for advice; 250-360-1068 to be an advocate 

Society of Living Intravenous Drugusers (SOLID): 7-9 pm Weds, 1947 Cook 

Harm Reduction - harmreductionvictoria.ca, harmlessvictoria.blogspot.com (students) 
Together Against Poverty Society (TAPS): #302-895 Fort St 361-3521 

Victoria Native Friendship Centre: 384-3211 -- 231 Regina Ave V8Z 146 

Victoria Sobering & Assessment Centre: 1125 Pembroke, 250-213-4444 

Vancouver Island Addiction Recovery Soc.: 536 Cecelia, 250-480-1342 

Youth-to-Youth Support Line - 24 hours. 250-386-TALK, www.youthlines.ca 

Vancouver Island Crisis Line: 1-888-494-3888 (all ages); www.youthspace.ca 





The amazing and awesome 
Street Newz Vendor Team 





For information about 
joining this team 
contact John 





at 250-886-5863 
- j Ee or visit his “office” 
Bernie Brad Craig Doug Evelyn near Fort on Douglas St. 
Beacon Hill Bastion Square London Drugs Fort Sf. Cook St Village 








Ken Lillian Nicole Richard Rose Shirley Trish 


Douglas @ Yates Library Bastion Square Douglas near Fort _bovt st James Bay Thrifty’s Esquimalt 
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